DESA MUTHUMARI
!ln Thee at last 1 take refuge, Desa Muthu Mar Destroy the ills that haunt us And grant us the boons we seek.
Hymning thy praise 1 take refuge.
My shackles all remove;
A million good shalt thou do
And make us whole and flawless.
i
Fore'er in worries steept Fain would a sinner stand; I do serve thee willingly And survive by thy Grace only !
Singing 'Shakthi' all the time, If in 'bhakthi' I hail thee. In song and strain of Tamil sweet Me all fear shall hurtless pass !
Shakthi is the base supreme, The Vedas rare thus assert; Some work or other we shall do. For all work is Hers indeed !.Pain : Both weal and woe she metes and doles, And those this cognize will saved be ! Beginningless, she is the beginning ! She is intelligence vast and indivisible; too,—
